The Cold Tree Effect 


Paring potatoes 

using an ice-pick 

of course 

I kissed her 

where her bloomers 

came to 

Every few minutes 

or so opening 

the oven 

To take a good 

sniff, whistling 

hot potatoes 

Then she walked 

out on me when 

my back was turned 

And I was left 

with nothing to do 

but feed 

These damned 

burnt potatoes 

to the parakeets 




Life Class 


Let us call her madonna 
though the wee bastard spews 

If she lacks halo 
say the wind took it 

If he is circumcised 
more power to the Jews 

Though the face is bovine 
it lacks horns of a cow 

The tawdry velvet 
hardly suggests manger 

The crooked breasts betray 
the secret vow 






THE LANGUAGE OF KEENING 


The blood is in the grass but it is greening 
the sky is sweet with its infinite dread 

Thus the season ends with the showers 
pelleting the fragmentations of those so dear 

The past is labyrinthian and winding 

to an answer as useless as an innocent’s dying 

The pavements are rubbled with shell and with bone 
but the towers are sightless as the numerous night 

The dread dwindles as fast as the season 
as fast as the decaying it irrevocably dies 

For the season has mustered a luxurious greening 
the dead ones are dearest to the fatuous eye 



PORT WOUND BRACING LOSS 


Portugal lasting, the sailors of ships 
oh the lemons were smooth 
we braced for the terror lasting 
our mouths so powdery mute 

We sailed in a mutiny wonder 
the cannons strapped at the windows 
the tower as castle in Spain 

Oh velvet sour in wonder 
the flame as willful as blue 
the snow that kept to the bracing 
brine was our home in full legend 

The funnels burnt for wonder 
seasonless as fruits of sin 
how simply kill and as simply fill 
a womb with a life that was new 
neither for mercy neither in fear 

The freighters were rounded rounded 
the sight of the wings in sail 
oh martyrs in the face of winter 
their wombs were filled with wails. 



FALTER NOT DREAM 


They need you 

for every crown is thorned 

They need the doe 
for her quiet trusting eyes 
they trusted too once 
but never again 

They need you 
flowing like a river 
but flowing within banks 

They have found you 
always found you 
but spilling over the land 
dreams of might 

dreams of gold dreams of blood 

Though every crown was thorned 

They need you 
but gently 

they trusted once like the doe 
they trust not again 
only the dream 

And it flows over the land 
flows might flows gold 

And blood blood 

from every thorned crown 



OH PHOENICIANS 


The mystic mound of sound is hallowed 
circled in its secret lintel 
broken forth to herald and harrow 
the sleek barques anchored fallow 

The lea is mottled in the verdure 
of riding kelp within the shallows 
darting amidst the swaying shadows 
that glide like disembodied sound 

The brass is struck of its vibration 
roaring round its precincts sacred 
shivering the shielded lubrications 
of the inking foul octip' 

The babble sounds and swells like thunder 
the darkening tides of leveled languor 
are pricked with a lust to wander 
the lusting sea in rage and dander 



The Woman of the Willows 


Among the willows 
along the river bank 
a woman’s white buttocks 
are squatting 

How round they are 
and twin-like, suspended 
beneath the low-drooping foliage 

Now she is standing 
and there are only her feet 
and her brown ankles 

As she walks away 
down the dense river bank 
there is no glimpse 
of her arms or her hair 

But now she is singing 
and her voice 
is dusky and warm 




At Christmas Time 


Doing the splits 

she pretended 
to admire the vase 

This was before 
she began 
to unwrap it 

Shall I put 

rabbits in it 
she smirked 

For Easter 

perhaps 
I conceded 

But she performed 

the splits again 
and it was gone 



HIDE THE LEAP OF THE ROE 


WARNING the ear of its treachery 
warning the love of its kind 
space is a desolate theatre 
where bombs burst through the year 

Space is a harbored dislocation 
where the stage is set for despair 
warn the love of its longing 
the season is desolated here 

Warn the love that is laughing 
the mere by the meadow is strange 
no harbor has stymied the winter 
the bombs will splinter the year 




YOUR THIGHS, CLIMBING 


Sealed against brightness 
light of impeccable luminescence 
gorgeous climbing 

your melon thighs 

Surprising as the wind 
total as total knowledge 
obviating all belief 

warm as laughter 



THE TIGHT STEWARD 


Syncopated beyond the most rigid mercy 
cutting through layer and layer of the mercenary 
calculating slumber and layers of sleep 

dawn 

capers through the white layers of flight 

Flee in dribble the tottering ossification 
erected on sorrow for passionless day 
layer on layer of the past day knowing 

dream 

this worthy the canopied night 

Sailored to harlots dim as contemplative 
this smothering weight is oceaned to liable 
for the frission of lichen is matched 

in dugong 

who flops his flippers to left and to right 

Cutless and spleen are mighty for valor 
though the shoals woo with magnetized valence 
cutting through mercy to damaged keel 

spurning 


the wither reckoned on sight 



THE LIMITS OF REALITY 


GROWN stable past the point of willing 
the noble hand supplants the heart 
planting loss on the glowing hearth 

The hand was never known the mind 
to betray but always killing killing 
the sheltered heart so numb to feeling 

The torrents are quieted in calculable loss 
but the rigid spine is supreme in its bond 
against the heart’s willingness to bend 

The lasting dread is a lamentable search 
over gutted terrain of the heart’s final lease 
sanctioning little and cherishing less 

minioning at last the hand’s cold reach 



If I Have Not Praised 


If I take 

some twigs of elder 
and build an altar 

All your own 

oh the sun 
will rise and set 

Exactly there 

and stars 
will settle there 

The cool moon 

will wash upon 
this altar 

And small fawns 
suckle 

its sweet fronds 

You only 

will spurn its site 
sightless forever 




SHOW ME THE KNIFE 


If I had screwed up 
enough courage to ask her 
why she cried 

This in the first month 
or the second 

If I had asked her 
while at emptying slops 
or bumping into her 
on the steep 
badly lighted stairs 

Oh, her almond eyes, 
with the bright fringe 
of pearled lashes 

Oh, if then she had said 
God had cut out her heart 
cut out her heart 

And I had asked show me 

the knife 

show me the knife 










BRINGERS OF DEATH 


Hailed we were as the harbingers 
hardly the harbingers of spring 
harbinged we the hail of steel 

Oh opening their guts 
to the black birds that loved them 
oh opening their bellies 
to the white worms of love 

Harbingers oh were we 
gutting with pestilence their land 




TIME PIECE 


Perception spells the waiting doom 
doomed to linger to the last 
holding domain through the will 

The then, the thou, the undone though 
lifting light to decrepid pretension 
dooming purpose to a lesser law 

Preception spelled past the doom 
decreed everlasting the pompous retention 
through the will rendered bar rigid 

Barring deception to the personal eye 
steeping in though, the barren contemplative 
the will wrests wearily the law being sundered 

Rest the perception in the undone then 
lingering through the last rigid domain 
the law being sundered in the restless will 



PORTUGAL, PORTUGAL, SEA 


Shed of the wind for willful begun 
held in the grace we long to behold 
held in ruth in the mellowest season 
sun bloom holding ev^the sky 


Sure we are in ever ever lost 
shed in ever sure of beholding 


Bird tree held his feather is bright 
blight shut now lest willful in grace 
gore in last in restless long 
Portugal westward weather me now 
the sundered are holy in now 


Season loom me your belly of ruby 
ever sure holding belly of bright 
seemly as graceful lease of full order 
song I ever your belly full bright 


Fickle we ever largess behold 
oh feather bright flask sweet with the rum 
gored in our graceless here will let roam 
And follow the footsteps to bosom of moon 




IN LONDON CITY 


Parted in prism-sprung wounds 
the long gash the sun emblazons 
this is her eye 

formless in shadow 
that literal titilation where che spine 
pinpoints all the revolving worlds 

Sprauling 

in the inevitable^ incomparable garret 
the wounds mosaid the shelf 
of uneven books 

the mariner's dusty tools 
the spool of floss, a douche tip 
the mask of an ocean-distant koshari 
And in the shadows 

a piano stool 

her mauve toenails 
The roofs above 

weathered, rent 
the tiles stained, sprauling 
chimney clusters gaunt as gargoyles 
yes, the sun slanting through 
the wavering smoke 
the flawed honeycomb of glass 

Patricia, nude 

garbed 

in the afternoon's harliquinade 
of light 



AND TOO. SUBLIME 


Death might cut like a blade 
being steel finely ground, honed 
for no other purpose 

but in three score 
and ten years grown dull 

Thus the dull rattle 
in the duller throat, thus 

Saints too torn down and mauled 
by the conscientious rust 

How strange 

our fear of brightness 




White is Our Color for Love 


Bell lewd knoll the lifting sky 
the breaking fire and wound of blue 

Two roses on a berg of ice 
blue fire removing man from wife 
the judgment rang the slender thread 
the judgment toning aU tones grey 

My garden is windswept but a hummingbird is there 

sipping a hollyhock braving it there 

garland or wreath the gate is ajar 

we’ll be lonesome in winter the ice coming early 

Bell nude the scar is blue 

knell for the woimd the sky has left bare 

This is the hell we made 
with our hands, the heart of the hell 
our soul recoils, the meat of our minds 
to make the world whole 



AQUACADE 


The water breeds its purple breath 
where the eye rests mute 
in the flangeht heart opening 
the sensate wilt like the palm of a hand 
where the mind goes down for water 

The sensate will come up for breath 
where the eye rests mute 
open to the breeding vision of mind 
where purple mirth is riot with bloom 

List to the coil of the fertile flow 

where the eye rests mute 

like the palm of the hand opening 

the flangent heart where the sensate will 

shall revive the breathing waters 



Calico Foot Stool 


Having surrendered 

the touch and-go-game 
quietly forgotten 

Now you have smuggled 
barbiturates 
under the covers 

Smuggled them 
your dexterity 
astonishes no one 

But I embroider 
your navel 
with kisses 

Having surrendered 
I give you back 
the gopher hide 

The bat dung 
purloined 
only for spite 



IN BRINE RELIVENED 


Cast in seeming of self disproportionate 
the waves beating like towers of tears 
the nasturtiums clinging the cliffs 
and the eye as loved as the secreted symbol 
washing the will to the bright clean bone 

Crying and crying the strange fowls dip 
kissing the crests like a tireless lover 

The plover are cooing in the fragrant stench 
where the cliff is buried in flower 
the wind dipping in delicate tremor 
solicitous as wings robing the wonder 
as the angels hovering too distant for sight 

The bone is symboled as bright blade 
true as the eye where it dwells 
blossom and sun and riotous spume 
wreaking its sport where life is renewed 
amidst blossoming of flower and calling of bird 



An Insistence on Climate 


The froth of waves bedecking the waves 
a man’s fate surrounds him 

his senses 


surround him 


A bugler blasts a flag to the top 
of a high pole 

another will blast it 

down again 

Up or down the sound splinters the air 
the rhododendrons vibrate 
in their purple shadows 

the stones 

absorb in muteness, in splendor 

This speculation is not of a man’s senses 
the sea wall checks the waves 

the froth 

multiplies, disperses, descends 
glows phosphorescent 

The bugler blows out his brains. War 
is declared. Peace is declared 

The rhododendrons bloom among stones 
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SEASON SOUR LAST TO HEW 


I cannot king this mortal fate 
the myrtle riotous in bloom 

I kurt would fain a listless dread 
among the willow lost in soon 

Lost my prissy missy lost 

for all your fallow loosing numb 

Season make the myrtle last 
lease the loose contorted fallow 

The pearl is monster cold as moon 
I season will in lost redemption 

Part so empty swain would swoon 
meat is weather all halloo 

Part thus empter past the king 
myrtle meak in the weather fable 



Amour Rustica 


Strumming an old mandolin 
with a piece of broken ivory 

The breath of mid-day belching 
through the archway 

Remove your comb 
I would muss your hair a bit 

Your sweaty arm-pits 
disgust me 

If you are that over-heated 
go bathe 

but first 

Light a plum-blossom incense 
and bring tequilla and salt 

And place them in reach 
of the hammock 

Hood the parrot 

that prying son-of-a-bitch 



OF CREDITABLE BEATITUDES 


The light sifting upon the warped rail 
performs its slow migration over the rail 
failing in what poets prefer to term puddles 
among the clusterings of blossomless violets 

Thus it leaks through all the violence changeless 

That is: changeless but for space and time 
changeless over the warping rail 
changeless in its puddles among the violets 

This light is sunlight 

moonlight is comparable 
starlight is a twin of bastard birth 
but it is also changeless though its puddles 
are never puddles in spite of what poets may say 
not that they say they are puddles 

They say it is dust and have spoken well 

They have not said it is changeless through violence 
they have spoken only of the violets 

urging the season 

spoken of light drifting on shadow of snow 
breaking its spangles 

as if light through all violence 
breaking on clusters were a new light 
when breaking on blossoms 

not only that time has changed 
not that the violence is restless still 



Fable 


The earth is the fullness 

the Lords thereof 

Drink the spiced lemonades 

in the narrow shade by the hollyhocks 

The flags add brightness, add smoothness 

the ginger beers 

froth the immaculate beards 

the wise eyes nod in the solemn heads 

The earth, the fullness 
the Lords thereof 



STERILE PLATEAU 


An age passing into another age 
through all the devious 
corridors of blood and tears 

is the passing of sex 
from all other ages into this age 
the passing of sex from wisdom 
to knowledge from body to mind 
through the devious corridors 

the blood no longer knowing 
the tears regretting the lost touch 
between male essence and female essence 

age passing 
the essences corrupted 
blood-knowledge become blood-lust 
tears become salty, bitter water 


an age passing out of an age 



ANABASIS 7 MILLION FURLONG 


There are no two ways about the foreign campaigns 

the setting out in glory 

maidens singing and throwing flowers 

and kisses 

the going down to the sea 
and the setting sail in ships 

But who will outlast the voyage 

the rousing bosun cursing the gale 

the king praying quietly through the 7-day calm 

the casks breaking 

the worms filling the porridge 

But when shore reached 

oh, what vast land eating them in 

daunting the horses weighted under metal 

And only maidens singing 

throwing flowers and kisses 

who lasted the voyage eating herb and snail 

And moving in 

the vast land until, and then 

the king cursing the stars 

that do not move 

the fire coming then and consuming them 
the roses treacherous as lips 
the thorns poisonous as thighs 



